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with his wife beside the kitchen table in the evening.
A newspaper is in his hand, a kerosene lamp illuminates
the room, and his feet, incased in woolen stockings, are
in the cooling oven. The grandfather's clock strikes
nine.

/'Time to go to bed, Maria/'

"Yes, Eben."

She precedes him with the lamp, and he follows
with his shoes in his hand. At the foot of the staircase
he stops and says :

'' Did you wipe the sink, Maria ?''

"Why, of course!"

They proceed. When she is at the top and he is half
way up, she leans over the balustrade, saying:

"What made you ask me that, Eben?"

"Well, I did feel as if I'd like a drink of water, but
if you've wiped the sink I guess I'll put it off till
to-morrer."

There are many stories of the Yankee thrift, but
one very old one is hard to beat. A farmer, in the days
when a grocer also kept a bar, drives up to the country
store and says :

"How much are yer givin' fer eggs?"

"Cent apiece," says the grocer.

"My wife wants a darnin' needle. What do yer
ask fer 'em?" "Gent apiece," again from the grocer.

The farmer gets off his seat, takes out a weight,
ties it to the horse's head, and drops it on the road.
Going to the back of the wagon, he reaches into a basket
and takes out one egg, carrying it carefully into the
grocery.

"I'll,swap yer this fer a darnin' needle."ythin1. Didn't take nothin' with
